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NA 


"Hey! There you are. Where the fuck you been? I've been texting and calling. You don't have your phone on 


your" 

As soon as | walked in the door, he started 

"Out. Been out” 

"Why didn't you answer me?" 

"Because | was out. Damn, D. Dont fucking start on me. | went out. | wanted to be alone. It's not a big deal" 


| watched his eyes do that big, round, dopey look that he gives when he's worried. And yep, there go his 
fingers flying right to his mustache. | shook my head and huffed. 


"So fucking predictable." 


"T, what's going on? You okay? You want to talk" 


Yeah, talk. That was fucking likely to happen. After over thirteen years, you'd think he'd know | don't buy into 
the warm, fuzzy, ‘let's talk it out bullshit. 


"Have | ever wanted to talk?" 


Silence crept across the room like a slow moving fog, bringing with it a deep chill. | probably should care that | 


hurt his feelings but, right now, feelings were my number one enemy. 
"Gonna take a shower." | mumbled. 


| stood in front of my open suitcase and stripped my clothes off. He was watching me. | could feel his 
sorrowful stare on the back of my neck and it made me shiver. 


Delivering the fatal blow, | turned to him. "| don't want to hear one more word about how | should talk to 


someone and | don't need you to ask me if I'm okay. I'm fine." 


For good measure, | slammed the bathroom door closed. Stepping in front of the vanity, | caught my reflection 
in the mirror. My own eyes stared back at me, accusing and harsh, wondering why | had just lashed out at the 
greatest love of my life. My rock. My hands gripped the edge of the granite counter top. | couldn't tear my 


gaze from the image of myself in the mirror. 
"Don't." | hissed at myself. "Don't you fucking do it” 


Reaching behind me to turn on the shower, | couldn't stop the wave of tears and anger that washed over me 
and | didn't want him to hear me. | fought it. | closed my eyes and squeezed the counter top as hard as | 
could, fingers aching. | couldn't get a handle on what was causing this but tears came on hard and strong. | 
wanted to howl. | wanted to rip that counter top right off and throw it. Instead | swiped my arm across the 
Top and send everything flying. Both our bags, cans of deodorant, toothpaste, toothbrushes, Dave's hair 
conditioner, my electric razor. Everything hit the wall or door and fell to the floor with a clatter. 


A second later, "T? You okay? Did you fall? Unlock the door!" 
"Fuck" | hissed under my breath. "Fine. I'm fine, D" 


After | picked it all up, | stepped into the shower only to immediately slid to the floor and pull my knees to my 
chest. Images flew through my head, too fast to really make sense of but slow enough for me to get a clear 
picture of them. Me and D when we were young and stupid. Me sneaking off to get a score, me doing things 
that would chill Dave to the bone if he knew, me blacking out. The last image | saw that made me scream into 
my fist was something | imagined a million times. | was laying in a hospital bed, in a coma, and Dave was sitting 
next to me, holding my hand and softly crying. A loud, constant beep broke the silence and | saw Dave jerk his 


head up and scream. 


So why did | go to that hotel? Why do | let these things creep into my head, my heart, and my soul? | don't 
know. | walk the walk and talk the talk as if I've moved on, turned a corner, became a different person. But can 
we honestly do that? Can we leave all those awful memories and who we used to be behind for good? Is it 
always going to be with us no matter how hard we try? 

| stretched my body out and leaned back against the tub, just letting the hot water wash over me. 

A pounding on the door and Dave yelling my name jolted me from sleep. The image of Dave's beautiful face 
hovering over me lingered as | tried to get my bearings. The water which washed over me was starting to 
cool. 


"Taylor?!" He sounded so worried. | could hear fear in his voice. But | couldn't find my own. 


Another pounding on the door. Turning the water off, | attempted to stand. My legs were jelly and | grabbed 
the curtain for support. It ripped from the curtain rod and | fell out of the tub. 


"Fuck! 

"Taylor?! Taylor, open the fucking door! Please, baby. Please open the door." Goddamn, he sounded heartbroken 
"Just a sec, DI Damn" 

| was dripping wet, my wet hair covering my face, the shower curtain wrapped around me. My hand was 
shaking as | reached for the lock | didn't want to hurt him. Not like this. As soon as the lock clicked, he burst 


through it. 


"Taylor! TI What is going on with you?" He yanked me into his arms and ran his hands up and down my body, 


shoving the curtain off of me. 


‘Im fine." My voice was foreign. It cracked and sounded high pitched to me. | struggled against him, trying to 
push him away but he held on 


Dave always held on. 
My hands shook like leaves as | raised them to gently touch his back. His embrace tightened. 
"D, I'm fucking naked here. Come on, man" 


He felt for something behind me and then | felt a soft towel being wrapped around my shoulders. He gently 
tried to steer me back toward the bed. | struggled again but Dave squeezed my shoulders. 


"Sit down." 


| moved the towel to my waist and wrapped it up tightly. Once he had me seated, he knelt on the floor at my 
feet. 


"You want to talk to me now? You were in there for over an hour. T, I'm worried." 


When he gently pushed my hair from my face, | saw his for the first time. Tears streamed down his cheeks 


and his eyes were larger and darker than I've ever seen them. 
"Aw, D" My voice was still raw. 
"Please. Please talk to me." 


My mouth opened but there was no sound coming out. His eyes were pleading with me and my heart was 


hammering in my chest. My hand was still shaking when | gently touched his cheek to wipe away a tear. 


"When," | began and had to cough to clear my throat. "when you look at me like that, it makes me want to cry. 
And the problem is, D, | can't" 


"Why not? Babe, tell me what's wrong, please. I'll do anything | can to fix it." 

He made me laugh. Always wanting to fix things for me, for everybody. That was my Dave. 

"You can't fix this, buddy. Its deep inside of me. So deep, | can't really reach it." 

"You're speaking in riddles." He mumbled as he sat back on his heels and lowered his gaze. 

"| took a walk to the hotel" Was all | offered him. 

"What hotel?" He quickly asked. | could tell he didn't bother letting what | said sink in 

| remained silent. He looked up at me, expecting an answer. 

After another moment, his eyes grew larger and he inhaled. "Oh. Why?" 

My gaze wandered around the room. Finally, | shrugged. | wish | knew why | went. It drew me there. Coming 
back to London for a week, | couldn't resist it. Sure, we've been to London a lot of times since that night but 
I'd avoided that hotel every time. Now, something drew me there. | had this overwhelming need to see it. To 
stand on the sidewalk and find the window to that room. | even went up and walked that hallway, touched my 
hand against the door to the room. But | have no idea what it was supposed to accomplish. 


"You know that | love you, don't you, D?" 


"Yeah, baby. Of course | do." 


"Good" | started to stand. 
"Wait!" He grabbed at my hips. 
"D, | can't. Please. | just can't." 


He let me walk away from him but | heard the anger in his voice when he hissed, "You never fucking let me 


in!" 

Pulling a pair of shorts from my case, | mumbled, "| don't know what you'll find.” 

"So what? Taylor, in case you haven't noticed, | fucking love you. | loved you the moment | met you. | loved you 
so much, it killed me, what you were doing back then. | loved you so much | sat there, holding your hand, 
letting my guilt eat me alive. | loved you then and | love you now." 

"Yeah, D, | know. Because you're just so fucking strong and perfect and I'm just so fucked up." 

"| never said you were fucked up!" 

"You don't have to say it. I'm saying it!" 

He sighed. "Jesus fucking Christ, T." 

My back was turned to him but | could see him. | knew him so well. He'd stand there, one hand on his hip, the 
other hand raking through his hair. He'd have that pitiful expression on his face. Or he could have the pissed 
off, exasperated expression. He'd eventually start twisting his mustache. | could feel his eyes on the back of 
my head. A sharp, electric heat spread from the roots of my hair, straight down my spine. 

| love him. | love him so much that it scares the shit out of me. | need him. | hate that | need him. | hate that 
| need who he is but the man that | am is needed by no one. Say that out loud, idiot. My mouth went dry as | 
squeezed my eyes closed. 


"| needed you back then" My voice was low and quiet. 


| could see him again, lifting his head, hopeful expression now. Pleased that maybe | was finally going to give 


him something with which to work. 
"| know you did. l'm so fucking sorry | failed you." 
"You failed me?" | swung around now to face him. 


"Yeah, | did. Should have listened to you, should have done more." 


"| failed you, DI | fucking did it on purpose!" 

"T, please." He looked like someone just punched him in the gut. 

"I hate that | need you and | can't offer you anything in return" 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Its the truth." 

"It is not! Taylor, you're everything to mel" 

| turned back to my case and pulled a t-shirt out and yanked it over my head. "It's been thirteen years, Dave, 
and my solution was to pretend it didn't happen. But it did happen and, lately, | feel more empty and lost than | 
did then. | feel like shit because you've worked so hard to make me feel fulfilled” 

"That's okay. | wasn't just trying to make you feel fulfilled | was trying to show you my love." 

"| appreciate that. | honestly do. But | can't find myself in your love and that terrifies me." 

He gave me that sorrowful stare as he approached. | knew he thought | was going to fight him again but | 
didn't have much fight left to give so | let him wrap his arms around me. | laid my head on his shoulder and 
he did that thing where he puts his hand against the back of my head. | fucking loved when he did that thing. 


My arms slid around his waist and loosely held him. 


"Maybe it's time to stop pretending." He gently offered. "| know you hate talking about this, T, but itll help. It 


doesn't matter if you think you can't make sense of it all right now. Just talk. Whatever's on your mind." 
Giving it some thought, | nuzzled my face against his shoulder. "Maybe. But not you. Not right away." 
"Okay. That's okay." 

"| want to be someone who can hold the back of your head, too." 

"What?" 

"Nothing." | replied with a smile. "Never mind. I'm sorry | said those shitty things before." 

"What things?" He leaned back so he could look at me. 


"Never mind about those, too, then" 


